48              THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

me, and I began to run ; but long before I
could get to the house he had overtaken me.
I threw the flowers I had collected behind
me, hoping that he would stop for them, but
he just sniffed at them and then came on.
He caught me up in a moment and clawed
at my back, and tore my jacket all the way
down. Fortunately it was a very cold day,
and I had put on a thick winter coat, which
saved me from getting badly clawed; but he
gave me some nasty scratches. Luckily the
Ghoorka orderly saw it from the house, and
ran up and beat him off; and then the other
servants carne and captured him and chained
him up. So my husband said we must get
rid of him, and the next day he was con-
veyed away by four Nagas and a couple of
Ghoorkas to a hill covered with jungle
about fifteen miles away and let loose there,
with a heap of rice and a lot of plantains
to keep him going.

The next day we heard that the Mani-
puris had kept a holy festival on the identical